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A Heavy Heart 


His feet scuffed along the floor as he approached the heavy bag, one gloved hand clumsily wrapping the velcro 
strap around his other wrist. The floor was sticky underfoot, sweat and blood soaked deep into the wood. Sort 
of like the shitty bars he'd played in when he was a kid, but more honest. Real 


The bag hung there silently. Waiting. Judging him. Just like James. He lashed out with a cross and the bag 
shuddered and swung back towards the cinderblock wall, the chain creaking and protesting as it moved. Jason's 
fists exploded into a flurry of movement-jab-cross-jab-cross-until his arms ached and his lungs burned 
Fucking James. The more he tried to analyse it, the more pissed off he got, and the more he just wanted to 
wipe the fucking self-satisfied smirk off James's face. 


Chest heaving, he clung to the bag and screwed his eyes shut against the image of James sitting there, 
listening to him play then ripping his heart out. Who the fuck made James the last fucking word on anything? 
When it came right down to it, it was Lars’s band. 


He rested his forehead against the cracked leather, ignoring the scratch it dealt him, and slapped his gloved 
fist half-heartedly against the bag. Why the fuck did he care so much about what James thought? 


It was Lars who put the fucking advert in the paper, Lars who gave him a chance after Cliff... Yeah, Cliff. 
Fuck, he /oved Cliff, even if he'd never actually met the dude. He could understand if it was Cliff who he was 


endlessly chasing after, desperate for.. approval. 


He heaved in air, pushed back onto his heels then lifted his arms into a loose guard. Fucking asshole. He 
punctuated his thought with a vicious punch, throwing his whole body into the motion. His feet followed and he 
began a slow dance around the bag. Methodical punches and jabs, combined with smooth, fluent footwork 
gradually speeding up to match his thoughts. 


He worked, no slaved, over his music. Even to the point of fucking compromising himself to make it more 
classically ‘Tallica than he wanted it to be, to make it more acceptable.. to James. And still it got slapped back 


in his face with a "maybe next time." There'd never be a fucking next time. The look on James's face said it all 


Fire shot across his shoulders and he ignored its warning. There wasn't going to be a next time, so why stay? 
Why not just tell James-and the rest of the machine-to fuck off? Droplets of sweat flew off his brow as he 
shook his head and grunted through the next combination, pain beginning to seep down his back. He ducked his 


head, rolled his shoulders a little and prepared for another salvo. 


The bag abruptly stilled. Jason looked up through sweat-damp curls, stumbled backwards on suddenly clumsy 
feet, and put up his guard. 


James quirked an eyebrow at him, let go of the bag and wordlessly held out his hand.. waiting. After a long 
moment, Jason dropped his fists. 


| hate you," he said as he took James's hand. What they both knew he meant, though, was / love you 


